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AT  THE  BERKELEY 

While  they  were  not  all  entered  at  the  Berkeley  Divinity  School 
in  the  same  year,  these  four  students  became  a  quartet  and  devoted 
friends  for  the  rest  of  their  lives : 

Gouverneur  Frank  Mosher,  Samuel  R.  Colladay,  Arthur  Gammack, 
and  Ellis  Bishop,  and  their  devoted  and  affectionate  friendship  endured 
unbroken  until  Arthur  Gammack  and  Ellis  Bishop  entered  into  life 
eternal,  and  then  Bishop  Mosher.  Dr.  Colladay,  appointed  the  first 
Dean  of  Christ  Church  Cathedral,  Hartford,  Connecticut,  in  1915,  now 
Dean  Emeritus,  is  the  only  surviving  member  of  the  group. 

He  remembers  many  happy  and  helpful  hours  together  —  in  Chapel, 
in  the  class  rooms,  and  in  their  own  quarters.  They  were  also  much 
together  in  the  social  life  of  the  famous  old  city  of  Middletown,  and 
in  the  "Bishop's  Palace",  with  Bishop  John  Williams,  the  first  Dean 
of  the  Berkeley,  as  their  inspiring  leader  and  teacher. 

Among  those  memories  probably  none  are  more  vivid  than  the 
delightful  and  helpful  hours  in  the  hospitable  home  of  the  Rev.  Dr. 
John  H,  Barbour,  the  much  loved  and  revered  Professor  of  New  Testa- 
ment Greek  and  Exegesis  at  the  Divinity  School. 

There,  in  this  friendly  home,  they  were  always  made  most  wel- 
come. Mrs.  Barbour  herself  was  no  mean  scholar  in  the  Greek  language, 
and  Dr.  Colladay  remembers  with  deep  gratitude  the  assistance 
she  gave  him  in  his  studies.  He  likewise  feels  that  it  was  largely  due 
to  her  help  that  he  held,  after  Dr.  Barbour's  death,  his  Greek  Profes- 
sorship in  the  School. 

In  those  years  was  founded  the  Church  Missions  Publishing  Com- 
pany, the  first  President  being  the  Presiding  Bishop  (the  Rt.  Rev. 
John  Williams,  of  Connecticut),  and  Mrs.  Harriette  F.  Giraud,  Vice- 
President.  Among  other  fouuders  and  active  members  of  the  Board 
of  Managers  were  Dr.  Samuel  Hart,  Samuel  Colladay,  and  Gouverneur 
Mosher,  the  subject  of  this  biographical  sketch. 


PRAYER  FOR  MISSIONS 

®GOD,  who  hast  made  of  one  blood  all  nations 
of  men  for  to  dwell  on  the  face  of  the  whole 
earth,  and  didst  send  thy  blessed  Son  to  preach  peace 
to  them  that  are  far  off  and  to  them  that  are  nigh: 
Grant  that  all  men  everywhere  may  seek  after  thee 
and  find  thee.  Bring  the  nations  into  thy  fold,  pour 
out  thy  Spirit  upon  all  flesh,  and  hasten  thy  kingdom; 
through  the  same  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 


GOUVERNEUR  FRANK  MOSHER 

Missionary  Priest  and  Bishop 

by 

FANNY  S.  STEWART  MOSHER 


Gouverneur  Frank  Mosher  was  born  at  Stapleton,  Staten  Island, 
in  1871  and  died  in  New  York  City  sixty-nine  years  later.  Between 
those  two  events  he  lived  a  crowded  life,  the  most  of  it  in  God's  service. 
At  the  time  of  his  birth  his  father,  Jacob  S.  Mosher,  M.  D.,  was  Deputy 
Health  Officer  for  the  port  of  New  York;  and  when  President  Cleveland 
retired  from  office,  the  change  in  politics  removed  Dr.  Mosher  from 
Staten  Island,  and  he  returned  to  Albany,  New  York,  to  private  prac- 
tice. This  was  in  1874,  when  "Gouv"  was  three  years  old.  He  was 
the  fourth  child  in  a  family  of  five  who  lived  to  grow  up.  He  could 
remember  his  gentle  mother,  who  died  when  he  was  only  eight  years 
old,  and  could  distinctly  recall  his  busy  father,  who  died  when  he  was 
only  eleven,  A  hard  fate  for  any  child  to  be  left  an  orphan  at  that  age; 
but  he  was  cared  for  by  his  sister,  not  much  older  than  himself.  Religion 
and  Church-going  were  a  part  of  regular  family  life,  however,  and  his 
cousin,  Sister  Julia,  of  a  small  group  of  nuns  in  Albany,  was  his  Sunday 
School  teacher,  and  his  devoted  friend.  Her  influence  remained  with 
him  throughout  his  life.  He  had  an  affectionate,  faithful  nature,  and 
felt  strong  family  ties  for  his  only  sister  and  his  three  brothers. 

After  school  and  college  (he  went  to  Union  College,  in  Schenectady), 
he  decided  to  study  for  Holy  Orders  in  the  Episcopal  Church.  He  was 
guided  to  the  Berkeley  Divinity  School,  which  was  a  happy  thing  for 
him.  He  formed  strong  friendships  with  other  students  and  with  Pro- 
fessor John  H.  Barbour,  and  Professor  John  Binney  and  their  families, 
and  those  friendships  lasted  until  the  end  of  his  life,  growing  stronger 
every  year.  Ke  had  a  keen  sense  of  humor  which  made  life  easier  for 
him  and  for  others.  While  he  was  at  Berkeley,  Bishop  William  Ford 
Nichols,  of  California,  cam.e  to  preach  to  the  students  in  Chapel,  and 
made  a  deep  im.pressicn  en  his  young  mind  in  favor  of  foreign  missionary 
work.  He  often  said  that  this  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  considered 
it,  and  he  decided  then  to  offer  himself  for  this  ministry.     He  never 
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turned  back,  and  gave  forty-five  years  of  devoted  service  to  two  mis- 
sionary fields  —  China  and  the  PhiHppine  Islands.  Before  leaving  for 
China,  in  1896,  he  became  engaged  to  Miss  Fanny  Southard  Stewart, 
of  Trenton,  New  Jersey. 

His  sister  Gertrude,  who  was  a  deaconess,  went  with  him  to  China 
in  1896.  On  the  eve  of  their  departure,  a  farewell  reception  was  given 
for  them  at  Saint  Faith's  House  on  12th  Street  —  the  residence  of  the 
students  of  the  New  York  Training  School  for  Deaconesses.  The  Rev. 
Dr.  William  R.  Huntington,  rector  of  Grace  Church,  New  York,  and 
founder  of  the  School,  was  present;  also  the  Rev.  George  H.  Bottome, 
Vicar  of  Grace  Chapel;  the  Rev.  Robert  E.  Jones,  afterward  Canon 
of  the  Cathedral  of  Saint  John  the  Divine;  the  Head  of  the  School, 
Deaconess  Susan' T.  Knapp,  who  in  later  years  founded  and  conducted 
a  Bible  Class  in  Japan;  the  Rev.  Edward  L.  Parsons,  many  years  Bishop 
of  California,  now  retired;  the  students  of  the  School,  and  other  friends. 
It  was  a  joyous  occasion,  because  they  were  going  forth  in  the  flush  of 
youthful  consecration,  to  carry  the  Gospel  of  Christ  to  that  ancient 
nation  which,  despite  its  culture  and  philosophy,  was  a  land  of  heathen 
shadows  and  superstitions. 

After  a  long  voyage  via  England,  they  arrived  in  Shanghai  in 
December,  1896,  and  worked  under  Bishop  Frederick  R.  Graves,  who 
at  that  time  was  the  Bishop  of  the  whole  China  Mission.  It  was  a 
privilege  to  serve  under  a  man  of  the  statesman-like  qualities  of  Bishop 
Graves  and  to  be  a  part  of  a  great  and  growing  missionary  movement. 

Mr.  Mosher  was  ordained  Priest,  by  Bishop  Graves,  in  Hankow, 
in  April,  1898;  and  in  ^eptem.ber  of  that  same  year  he  was  married  to 
his  fiancee,  who  had  traveled  to  Shanghai,  from  across  the  seas. 

Mr.  Mosher  had,  of  course,  been  studying  the  Chinese  language  — 
a  difficult  task  for  an  active  man  who  was  anxious  to  get  into  "real 
work";  and  he  was  given  charge  of  the  Church  of  Our  Saviour,  in 
Hankow,  a  congregation  of  conservative  old  Chinese  Christians.  Un- 
familiarity  with  the  native  tongue,  in  those  long  ago  days,  rendered 
approach  to  the  Chinese  people  almost  impossible.  However,  hard  work, 
perseverance  and  friendliness  enabled  him  to  make  some  progress. 
After  a  year  or  two  the  Moshers  m^oved  to  Sinza,  to  take  charge  of  Saint 
Peter's  Church  for  a  year,  while  the  rector.  Rev.  J.  L.  Rees  and  his 
family  went  on  furlough  to  England. 

The  China  Mission  was  growing  and  several  young  men  and  women 
were  added  to  the  staff  in  Shanghai.  Mr.  Mosher  urged  in  Convocation 
the  opening  of  new  work  outside  of  Shanghai,  and  he  offered  to  go 
himself. 

On  a  trip  made  by  boat  in  May  and  June,  1900,  thirteen  walled 
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cities  were  visited.  Wusih,  a  city  in  Kiangsu  Province,  had  in  it  no 
resident  missionaries  of  any  Church.  Bishop  Graves  decided  that 
this  was  a  good  place  in  which  to  estabHsh  new  work,  and  Mr.  Mosher 
was  placed  there.  He  began  by  renting  a  large  Chinese  house,  taking 
a  Chinese  deacon.  Rev.  P.  W.  Tsu,  and  two  school  boys  to  live  there  at 
first. 

After  several  years  the  Mission  acquired  two  pieces  of  land,  on  one 
of  which  was  built  a  rectory,  and  on  the  other,  the  dispensary  for  Dr. 
C.  M.  Lee,  who  came  to  assist  in  the  work.  Later  the  Compound  was 
filled  by  a  Catechist  School;  three  residences  for  Americans,  one  of 
whom  was  the  Rev.  John  W.  Nichols,  in  charge  of  the  Catechist  School; 
two  residences  for  Chinese;  and  to  crown  all,  a  beautiful  Gothic  church* 
which  accommodated  five  hundred  people,  and  was  dedicated  with 
services  held  for  three  crowded  days.  A  son,  John  Stewart,  was  born  to 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mosher,  in  Shanghai,  September  7,  1901. 

The  work  in  Wusih  and  the  surrounding  villages  developed  by 
degrees.  There  was  a  considerable  staff  of  workers,  and  the  number  of 
Christians  grew. 

In  1919,  at  the  General  Convention  in  Detroit,  Mr.  Mosher  was 
elected  Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands,  being  nominated  by  the  Bishop 
of  Kyoto,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Henry  St.  George  Tucker,  who  in  1938  became 
the  Presiding  Bishop.  He  accepted  the  call,  realizing  that  it  was  to  a 
neglected  and  difficult  post.  Bishop  Brent  had  left  it  four  years  before 
to  serve  in  World  War  I. 

Gouverneur  Frank  Mosher  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  the  Philippine 
Islands  on  February  25th,  1920,  in  the  Church  of  Our  Saviour,  Shanghai, 
which  since  has  twice  been  destroyed  in  the  war  with  Japan.  He  arrived 
in  Manila  on  the  thirteenth  of  March. 

The  twenty  years  of  Bishop  Mosher's  Episcopate  were  filled  with 
hard  work  and  anxiety.  His  clear  head  and  warm  heart  led  to  a  united 
Diocese  and  a  following  of  his  leadership.  From  only  six  priests  in  1920, 
the  Diocese  grew  to  twenty-three,  in  1940,  including  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Robert  F.  Wilner,  the  Suffragan  Bishop.  The  last  Convocation  brought 
them  all  together,  except  Fr.  Bartter  and  Fr.  Mattocks,  who  were  on 
furlough  in  America. 

Two  new  stations  in  the  wilderness  had  been  opened  and  kept 
open,  at  Balbalasang  in  the  north  and  at  Upi  in  the  south.  Balbalasang 
was  kept  open  largely  by  Deaconess  Massey  and  her  earnest  and  clever 
ministrations;  and  Upi  was  cared  for,  with  great  difficulty,  by  the 
Rev.  and  Mrs.  L.  G.  McAfee.  Travel  in  those  outlying  districts  was 
indeed  hard.  Large  snakes  at  Upi  added  terrors  to  the  inconvenience 
*This  church  and  its  succesr.or  have  both  been  bombed  by  the  Japanese. 
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of  being  cut  off  from  supplies  by  the  distance  from  the  markets. 

In  Manila,  two  new  Altars  were  built  in  the  Cathedral;  and  between 
the  Cathedral  and  the  Bishop's  House  was  erected  a  building  with  space 
for  the  Bishop's  office  and  that  of  his  Secretary;  for  the  Rector's  office; 
the  Altar  Guild  and  Choir  rooms,  and  those  of  the  Mission  Treasurer 
and  the  Woman's  Auxiliary. 

The  Chinese  Girls'  School  —  a  Memorial  to  Edith  H.  Studley  — 
and  a  house  for  the  Principal  were  built  on  newly  bought  land.  Many 
improvements  to  Saint  Luke's  Hospital  were  added,  though  not  the 
new  building,  which  was  greatly  needed  and  earnestly  sought.  In  the 
Cathedral  a  daily  service  of  Holy  Communion  made  the  prayerful 
atmosphere  of  the  Church  felt,  and  guided  each  day's  work. 

In  Sagada,  work  and  services  were  kept  up,  in  spite  of  prophecies 
to  the  contrary.  The  Training  School  for  lay  and  ordained  workers 
continued;  and  at  last,  in  1941,  two  native  men,  Albert  Masferri  and 
Eduardo  Longid,  were  ordained  to  the  priesthood  after  serving  a  long 
diaconate  with  a  third  faithful  worker,  Mark  Saluen.  Bontoc  had  a 
beautiful  new  Church,  and  before  that  Baguio  had  a  fine  Church  built 
by  offerings  from  the  Woman's  Auxiliary  at  home. 

Bishop  Mosher's  health  had  long  been  failing,  and  he  had  "suffered 
many  things".  After  the  General  Convention  in  Cincinnati  in  1937, 
when  the  Rev.  Robert  F.  Wilner  was  elected  Suffragan  Bishop  of  the 
Philippines,  his  burdens  were  eased;  but  he  was  unequal  to  the  strain. 
After  twenty  years  as  Bishop,  1920-1940,  he  felt  obliged  to  retire.  The 
Convocation  of  1940  was  his  last.  The  whole  number  of  twenty-three 
priests  and  many  laymen  came  to  Manila,  and  Bishopsted  was  crowded, 
as  were  the  other  Mission  Houses.  His  farewell  address  was  a  strain 
on  him;  but  then  occurred  a  wonderful  recognition  of  his  leadership 
as  Bishop.  At  a  full  meeting,  a  short,  appreciative  testimonial  was  read 
to  him  by  the  Rev.  Vincent  H.  Gowen,  of  Besso,  who  was  appointed 
to  do  this;  and  a  beautiful  Book  of  Remembrance,  filled  with  photo- 
graphs, and  bound  in  purple  velvet,  with  a  mitre  in  the  upper  corner, 
was  presented  to  him  and  to  Mrs.  Mosher;  also  a  generous  cheque, 
from  the  poor  missionaries  who  could  ill  afford  to  make  this  gift.  Bishop 
Mosher  was  deeply  touched  and  pleased. 

In  April  we  left  Manila  to  live  in  America,  where  our  son  and  his 
family  gave  us  a  warm  welcome.  Only  a  year  and  two  months,  as  an 
invalid,  was  the  remaining  span  of  Bishop  Mosher's  life.  He  entered 
into  Life  Eternal  on  July  19th,  1941,  in  New  York  City,  surrounded 
by  loving  care;  and  we  know  that  he  has  received  his  great  Reward 
and  has  entered  into  the  "rest  that  remaineth  for  the  people  of  God". 
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EXCERPTS  FROM  LETTERS 
From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

September  19,  1929. 

I  don't  believe  you  have  had  any  thanks  from  me  for  the  "Labels 
and  Libels"  brought  by  Sam  and  Lou*.  It  has  but  this  moment  come 
in  from  Labnan,  whence  it  was  sent  by  the  Bishop  of  Labnan  and  Sara- 
wak, who  borrowed  it  from  me  at  Sarawak  last  month.  So  I  am  re- 
minded of  my  duty.  You  were  good  as  gold  to  send  it.  I  do  like  a 
live-wire,  pithy,  suggestive  book  and  I  got  a  lot  of  good  as  well  as  a  lot 
of  entertainment  out  of  this  on  my  Southern  Islands  trip  —  until  his 
Scotch  Lordship  took  it  away  from  me.  Now  I  shall  finish  it  myself. 
And  I  thank  you  many  and  much. 

I'm  so  busy  my  head  aches.  I  can't  get  time  to  study  things  and 
do  them  as  they  should  be  done  and  so  they  keep  coming  back  to  be  done 
over  again.  Now  I  am  splitting  myself  trying  to  get  a  Memorial  to 
Bishop  Brent  —  with  the  help  of  Mrs.  Leonard  Wood. 

Fanny  joins  me  in  love  to  you  all.  And  she  thanks  you  for  the 
book,  too,  for  she  likes  Inge. 

Faithfully, 

GoUVERNEUR    FraNK    MosHER. 

From  a  Friend  in  Manila   to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

October  5,  1930. 

Your  letter  of  August  22nd  came  in  the  last  post.  You  see  how 
far  away  we  are  in  point  of  time.  But  in  other  things  I  do  not  feel  nearly 
so  far  away  as  in  China.  Here  we  are  allowed  to  do  so  many  things 
that  we  are  allowed  to  do  in  America  that  it  seems  more  homelike  though 
everything  else  is  different. 

I  have  forty-four  wee  children  to  look  after,  from  kindergarten  to 
the  third  grade.  They  have  all  their  work  here,  then  at  third  grade  go 
to  the  Government  school,  and  we  have  to  fit  in  all  the  things  that  we 
must  do  with  them  to  fit  the  school  hours. 

Deaconess  Shaw  used  to  say  that  the  Mission  could  run  without 
herself  or  Fr.  Sibley,  but  that  it  could  not  possibly  run  without  Kim- 
a-kim.  Ke  has  been  here  since  the  beginning  of  the  Mission  and  buys 
all  the  food  for  the  boys  and  girls  and  for  us,  too.  He  knows  the  proper 
price,  and  then  gets  everything  for  us  a  little  cheaper  than  it  should  be, 
I  think!  !  When  I  see  him  surrounded  by  women  with  their  baskets  of 
vegetables  in  front  of  them  and  Kim-a-kim  jewing  them  down  I  call  it 
grinding  the  faces  of  the  poor!  !  !  !  Fr.  Sibley  has  qualms  too,  but  we 
*Dean  and  Mrs.  Colladay  of  Christ  Church  Cathedral,  Hartford,  Connecticut. 
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are  putty  in  his  hands,  everyone  adores  him  and  he  works  for  the  good 
of  the  Mission  all  the  time. 

From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

Manila,  August  6,  1931. 

I  am  much  interested  in  having  from  you  the  copies  of  Sam's  [Dean 
Colladay's]  letters.  What  a  wonderful  fellow  he  is  and  on  what  a  high 
level  he  keeps  everything.  ...  I  am  glad  he  has  gone  to  Europe  for 
this  long  vacation.  Nevertheless,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  he  ought  to 
represent  the  diocese  every  three  years  at  the  General  Convention, 
though  he  had  to  take  his  vacation  at  some  other  time.  I  don't,  of 
course,  ever  feel  that  a  deputy  to  General  Convention  is  called  upon 
to  look  at  that  absence  from  his  parish  as  in  any  sense  a  vacation.  Mem- 
bers of  General  Conv-^ention  have  to  work  hard  and  are  apt  to  come 
away  from  there  more  tired  than  when  they  went.    .    .    . 

Fanny  and  I  constantly  talk  about  you  and  wish  we  could  see  you. 
Why  not  this  year  instead  of  going  to  .  .  .  just  take  a  boat  in  New 
York  and  come  through  on  the  same  boat  to  Manila  ...  be  here  in 
December  and  January  and  it  will  be  just  as  nice  as  Florida,  and  some- 
thing entirely  new.  It  would  be  great  fun  to  show  you  some  of  the 
life  out  here.    .    .    . 

Faithfully  and  affectionately  yours, 

GOUVERNEUR    FrANK    MosHER, 

Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands. 
From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

BiSHOPSTFD 

567  Calle  Isaac  Peral 
Manila,  P.  I. 

You've  done  it  this  time.  Nicholas  Roosevelt  was  appointed  Vice- 
Governor  of  the  Philippines  two  years  ago  and  because  of  the  book  he 
had  written  the Filippinos  rose  up  in  revolt:  they  burned  his  book,  and 
his  effigy  out  at  Balintawak  and  raised  such  objections  that  President 
Hoover  appointed  him  Ambassador  to  Hungary  instead.  .  .  .  Since 
all  this  happened  I've  tried  many  times  to  buy  a  copy  —  but  no  one 
here  would  sell  it    .    .    .   and  at  long  last  I  have  the  book  I  have  wanted. 

Then,  too,  you  send  me  a  very  attractive  picture  of  the  old  Glebe 
House.  Some  forty  years  ago,  nearly,  my  old  friend  Lyman  Hemp- 
stead of  New  Haven  gave  me  a  photograph  of  the  rectory  of  Saint 
James',  New  London,  in  which  Pishop  Teabury  lived  during  his  episco- 
pate; it  is  framed  in  a  piece  of  oak  cut  from  one  of  its  own  rafters.  So 
now  I  am  well  provided  with  the  two  pictures  of  buildings  that  the 
events  of  that  period  made  historic.     Lyman  also  gave  me  the  large 
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steel  engravings,  one  of  Bishop  Seabury  and  one  of  Bishop  WilHams  — 
which  hang  in  my  study  here.    So  I  am  quite  a  Connecticut  Churchman. 

A  few  weeks  ago  I  received  from  you  the  annual  box  of  rubber  bands : 
they  make  me  feel  just  a  bit  guilty  for  they  look  like  a  hold-up.  You 
can't  very  well  not  send  them,  can  you,  after  the  way  I  demanded  them. 
But  what  you  did  not  take  in  was  that  they  were  intended  to  be  in  lieu 
of  all  other  things  —  to  set  you  free  of  all  other  thought  and  worry 
rather  than  add  one  more  item. 

For  one  and  all  of  these  things  I  want  to  thank  you  most  sincerely ; 
you  certainly  do  warm  one's  heart  (incidentally  make  him  a  bit  ashamed 
of  his  own  more  than  feeble  efforts)  by  your  thoughtful  generosity  — 
and  by  the  unlimited  energy  that  you  always  evidence. 

It  was  nice,  too,  to  have  the  picture  of  the  creche  in  the  Cathedral. 
It  is  quite  a  unique  one  and  I  shall  show  it  to  our  creche-makers  here. 

Faithfully  yours, 

GoUVERNEUR    FrANK    MoSHER. 

Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

December  28,  1933. 

Honestly,  now  —  don't  you  beat  the  Dutch?  Think  of  your  re- 
membering a  whole  year  —  with  all  you  have  on  your  mind  —  that  I 
asked  for  rubber  bands!  Just  the  same,  they  are  needed  badly  and  not 
only  I  but  also  Mrs.  Eaton  and  Miss  Griffin  are  grateful  to  you.  The 
latter  pounced  on  them  the  moment  she  saw  them  come  into  the  office: 
you  see,  there  are  a  good  many  places  to  which  she  has  to  send  cash  at 
least  every  month  —  for  there  is  no  currency  otherwise:  and  the  notes 
must  be  held  together  with  elastic  bands.  Those  we  get  here  are  very 
poor  and  that  is  why  you,  way  over  there,  could  hear  her  cheering  when 
she  saw  yours. 

The  book  you  send  is  by  one  whom  I  am  admiring  these  days  almost 
beyond  all  others  —  and  especially  since  the  death  of  Archbishop  David- 
son and  Bishop  Gore.  He  has  already  come  but  still  it  is  correct  to  say 
that  he  is  the  coming  man  in  the  Church  of  England.  I  read  everything 
of  his  I  can  get  hold  of — -  but  I've  not  read  this  book  you  send  nor  have 
I  even  heard  of  it.  He  is  bound  to  go  to  Canterbury  next  —  and  I 
shan't  be  quite  content  until  he  actually  gets  there.  By-the-way,  have 
you  ever  read  his  two  volumes  of  sermons  at  Repton  School?  They  are 
fascinating  talks  to  boys. 

Gowen  writes  me  most  appreciatively  of  his  visit  with  you.  I 
am  so  glad  that  he  could  have  that  privilege  and  so  grateful  to  you  for 
taking  him  in.  He  is  charming  both  as  a  speaker  and  writer  —  and  I 
am  wondering  as  to  the  effect  of  his  many  missionary  addresses. 
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You  are  probably  in  Florida.  When  you  come  North  drive  through 
King  of  Prussia,  near  Valley  Forge,  and  let  John  and  Beckie  give  you 
a  cup  of  coffee.    .    .    . 

Our  very  best  love  to  you  all:  we  certainly  shall  see  you  next  year. 
It  will  be  great  fun  to  be  there  again. 

With  all  best  wishes  for  the  whole  new  year, 

Faithfully, 

GOUVERNEUR    FrANK    MoSHER. 

From  Mrs.  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

BiSHOPSTED 

567  Calle  Isaac  Peral 
Manila,  P.  I. 

May  28  [year  not  given]. 

How  good  of  you  and    ...   to  stop  and  visit  our  dear  children  — 

We  love  you  and  value  your  opinion  and  are  glad  for  you  to  know  our 

dear  ones.     They  enjoyed  you  ever  so  much  and  say  that  you  "are  real 

people".    .    .    .    Give  our  best  love  to  your  sisters.     A  box  of  rubber 

bands  on  my  desk  reminds  me  daily  of  you. 

Devotedly, 

Fanny  Mosher. 

From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

Manila,  May  12,  1934. 

You  are  getting  out  of  step  now  and  taking  people  by  surprise. 
We  were  not  due  another  box  of  rubber  bands  until  next  Christmas,  but 
here  you  are  sending  us  one  for  Easter.  It  certainly  is  wonderful  the 
way  you  do  with  all  you  have  on  hand  all  the  time  and  my  office  is  very 
grateful  to  you  for  this  most  practical  help. 

This  has  been  a  terrifically  busy  year,  with  extensive  visitations 
to  an  ever-increasing  number  of  outstations,  a  difficult  visitation  in 
January,  a  trip  to  Hongkong  in  an  attempt  to  organize  with  three 
English  Bishops  a  province,  and  any  number  of  problems  to  work  out 
that  come  to  me  by  every  mail  from  New  York  and  that  must  be  an- 
swered in  Atlantic  City,  at  the  latest. 

Fanny  and  I  are  coming  by  freight  this  time,  leaving  here  August 
15  on  the  Barber-Wilhelmsen  S.  S.  Tai-Yang,  stopping  at  the  usual 
ports,  Hongkong,  Shanghai,  Kobe,  Yokakama,  and  then  at  San  Fran- 
cisco and  Los  Angeles  before  going  through  the  Panama  Canal.  I 
believe  we  do  not  stop  anywhere  between  Los  Angeles  and  New  York, 
where  we  are  due  to  arrive  on  September  29th.  Our  children  will  meet 
us  there  and  take  us  immediately  to  King  of  Prussia.  My  four  Sundays 
in  October  are  all   filled.    .    .    .    Dr.   Wood  has  told  me  that   I  must 
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speak  all  through  November  when  they  hope  to  have  twenty  teams, 
covering  at  least  a  hundred  cities,  with  four  meetings  in  every  city.  I 
am  wondering  when  I  am  going  to  get  a  chance  to  come  up  and  see  Dr. 
Kingsbury.  A  doctor  here  the  other  day  asked  me  if  I  had  had  my 
tonsils  out  and  when  I  said  that  I  still  had  my  tonsils,  my  teeth  and  my 
appendix,  the  reply  was,  "What  a  harvest  for  a  surgeon!" 

Fanny  and  I  send  our  best  love  to  you  and  are  certainly  looking 
forward  to  seeing  a  good  deal  of  you  while  we  are  in  the  States. 

Again,  with  thanks  for  the  Easter  card  and  the  rubber  bands,  and 
with  all  best  wishes,  believe  me. 

Faithfully  and  affectionately  yours, 

GoUVERNEUR    FrANK    MosHER, 

Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands. 

INTERLUDE 

When  Bishop  Mosher  was  a  student  at  the  Berkeley  Divinity  School 
he  was  asked  by  leaders  of  the  Student  Volunteer  Movement  to  tour 
the  country  making  addresses  on  behalf  of  foreign  missions.  Ke  was 
enthusiastic  on  the  subject  and  a  good  speaker,  but  he  hesitated  as  his 
course  of  study  was  not  completed.  He  consulted  the  wife  of  one  of 
the  Professors. 

She  told  him  a  story  of  a  young  pear  tree  which  was  planted  in  her 
garden  and  on  the  first  year  covered  itself  with  beautiful  white  blossoms, 
a  joy  to  see.    It  bore  no  fruit,  and  the  next  year  it  died. 

Mr.  Mosher  decided  to  continue  his  studies  without  interruption. 
That  he  did  not  regret  the  decision  is  shown  by  his  frequent  allu- 
sions during  many  years  to  the  "story  of  the  little  pear  tree". 

To  the  Author  of  the  Story 

Manila,  June  19,  1934. 

You  have  always  been  considerate  and  forgiving  when  I  have  been 
so  discourteous  as  to  write  to  you  on  a  typewriter,  and  now  it  is  a  type- 
writer or  nothing. 

Are  you  absolutely  sure  that  it  was  a  pear  tree  and  not  a  cherry 
tree?  Out  in  this  part  of  the  world  when  we  talk  about  blossoms  on 
a  tree  we  naturally  think  about  cherry  blossoms.  However,  since  the 
story  originated  with  you  I  suppose  I  must  accept  your  statement  as 
final  and  authoritative.  Anyway,  whatever  kind  of  a  tree  it  was,  you 
used  it  to  refer  to  too  much  talk.  Please  don't  throw  it  up  at  me  in 
November  for  then  I  am  not  talking  of  my  own  free  will,  but  I  am  talk- 
ing at  the  command  of  my  betters.     By  the  way,  I  thought  of  you  last 
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week  at  the  Rotary  Club  when  a  young  speaker  from    .    .    .    [told]  us 
how  to  get  along  in  the  world.    ... 

Always  affectionately  yours, 

GOUVERNEUR    FrANK    MoSHER, 

Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands. 
To  the  Same  Friend 

Sagada,  December  7,  1935. 

A  few  years  ago,  I  remember,  I  wrote  you  a  birthday  letter  from 
here;    this  year  I  am  doing  the  same  again.    .    .    . 

Really,  I  can't  believe  it  is  a  whole  year  since  I  had  tea  with  you 
and  such  a  satisfactory  talk.  Do  you  remember  —  you  were  just  giving 
up  your  cane?  I  suppose  by  now  you  are  dancing  again.  (Mrs.  .  .  . 
wrote  me  that  Miss  .  .  .  took  a  few  steps  only  a  short  time  before 
she  died,  just  to  show  people  how  young  she  was.  So  of  course  you  will 
be  dancing.) 

You  have  seen,  I  suppose,  that  the  "Clipper"  flew  from  Alameda 
to  Manila  in  less  than  sixty  hours  of  actual  flying.  Why  not  come 
over,  now  that  it  is  so  easy,  and  get  away  from  the  rigors  of  a  Con- 
necticut winter.  The  weather  here  is  nice  now,  and  much  more  liveable 
the  next  few  months  than  you  will  get  over  there.    Do  come. 

Many,  many  happy  returns  of  the  day.  I've  had  you  much  in  mind 
today  and  have  been-  hoping  that  the  idea  of  birthdays  has  not  grown 
stale  with  you.  I  want  you  to  enjoy  every  one  that  comes  and  then,  as 
soon  as  it  has  gone,  look  forward  to  the  next  one.  And  may  God  reward 
you,  constantly,  for  all  you  did  for  me  and  all  you  have  been  to  me. 
I  never  forget  and  am  always  full  of  gratitude. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

G.  F.  M. 

To  the  Same  Friend 

Manila,  December  26,  1935. 
Just  a  few  days  before  your  October  28th  letter  came  I  wrote  you 
from  Sagada's  outstations,  a  place  that  one  feels  is  somewhere  outside 
of  this  present  world  altogether.  Then  I  climbed  up  the  side  of  a  moun- 
tain for  forty-five  minutes  on  a  trail  so  steep  that  one  can  keep  in  the 
saddle  only  by  twisting  fingers  into  the  horse's  mane  (holding  on  by 
mane  force,  I  suppose!)  and  hanging  on  tight.  The  trail  on  the  other 
side  is  easier  and  I  got  off,  preparatory  to  leading  the  horse  down.  Just 
then  I  heard  a  buzz  —  familiar  enough  in  Manila,  but  something  I  had 
never  heard  there;  two  airplanes  over  head.  I  was  centuries  away 
from  civilization;    they  were  not  more  than  four  hours  from  Manila. 
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Four  days  later  I  arrived  here  too. 

Happy  New  Year  to  you  both  from  us  both. 

Devotedly,  ever, 

F.  G.  M. 

From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

M.  V.  "Tai  Tang" 
San  Pedro,  Cal. 
Sept.  17,  1934. 

Aren't  you  a  perfectly  wonderful  person?  Port  after  port,  as  we 
have  come  into  them,  we  have  been  surprised  by  a  letter  from  you,  and 
every  one  of  them  full  of  all  sorts  of  interesting  enclosures.  We  immed- 
iately read  with  pleasure  the  two  books,  and  have  stored  up  all  the 
pictures.  Your  letters  of  course  have  been  the  best  of  all  —  and  we 
marvel  at  your  accomplishment  and  wonder  how  you  do  it  all.    .    .    . 

Now  we  are  off  for  an  eight  or  nine  day  trip  to  the  Canal  —  [they 
were  coming  by  a  freight  boat]  and  I  have  five  books  to  read  on  that 
and  on  the  Caribbean.  A  whole  sheaf  of  letters  received  in  San  Francisco 
m.ay  keep  me  away  from  some  of  my  reading,  for  many  replies  must  be 
ready  for  mail  on  arrival  in  New  York.    .    .    . 

Faithfully  yours, 

GoUVERNEUR    FrANK    MosHER. 

From  Bishop  Mosher  to  a  Friend  in  Connecticut 

Manila,  July  28,  1936. 

Here  I  am  several  months  behind  this  time,  what  I  suppose  you 
meant  for  an  Easter  present  because  it  came  to  me  in  April.  A  whole 
lot  of  rubber  bands  again,  which  all  of  the  Mission  are  beginning  to  enjoy. 
And  also,  a  very  delightful  and  informing  biography  of  Audubon.  This 
last  has  delighted  me  particularly  because,  while  I  have  always  known 
Audubon's  name  yet  he  was  a  more  or  less  mythical  personage  to  me 
and  I  actually  knew  nothing  definite  about  him.  Kis  was  a  queer  life 
and  now  I  find  that  instead  of  having  lived  it  all  in  New  England  as  I 
had  thought,  he  really  lived  most  of  it  in  the  Mississippi  Valley.  Thank 
you  again  for  this  very  interesting  and  just  a  little  bit  weird  biography, 
for  he  was  a  weird  personality.    .    .    . 

Sam's  [Dean  Colladay's]  resignation,  of  course,  took  me  by  sur- 
prise, although  of  course  it  ought  not  to  have,  and  I  am  so  glad  for  him 
that  he  feels  able  to  lay  down  that  burden  for  it  will  mean,  simply,  that 
now  he  will  devote  his  time  to  preaching  and  teaching  instead  of  a  whole 
lot  of  pesky  administrative  nothings.  I  wonder  if  they  can  find  a  man 
who  can  keep  that  Cathedral  going  in  the  way  that  he  has  done.  I 
have  never  seen  anywhere  a  parish  change  its  whole  complexion  in  the 
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way  that  has  done  without  ever  losing  a  bit  of  its  momentum.  ...  I 
only  wish  I  had  him  near  me  for  a  while  now,  for  what  he  gives  is  the 
sort  of  thing  we  very  much  need  and  I'd  like  immensely  to  have  a  little 
of  it  out  here. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

GOUVERNEUR    FrANK    MoSHER, 

Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands. 

Bishop  Mosher  always  acknowledged  gratefully 
the  receipt  of  personal  gifts  for  the  furtherance  of 
the  Mission  work  in  the  Islands. 

LETTERS  OF  CONDOLENCE 

New  York,  N.  Y, 
My  Dear  Mrs.  Mosher: 

God  has  called  His  faithful  servant  to  his  eternal  rest  and  pain 
and  anxiety  are  for  him  forever  gone.    To  you  may  our  Heavenly  Father 
grant  a  rich  measure  of  His  healing  peace  and  comfort  and  courage  to 
endure.    This  has  been  for  many  weeks  and  will  be  my  prayer  for  you. 
Faithfully  your  friend, 

Lewis  B.  Franklin. 
July  the  twenty-second. 

Manila,  Philippines,  July  19,  1941. 
My  Dear  Mrs.  Mosher: 

While  I  was  in  Hongkong  attending  the  consecration  of  Bishop 
Wilson,  word  came  of  the  entry  into  Eternal  Life  of  your  distinguished 
husband.  Bishop  Kail,  who  was  devoted  to  Bishop  Mosher,  Bishop 
Wilson  and  I  went  immediately  into  the  Cathedral  to  offer  our  prayers 
for  you  and  your  family  in  your  sorrow,  and  to  give  thanks  to  our  Heav- 
enly Father  for  the  wonderful  life  and  work  of  the  Bishop. 

Day  by  day  I  marvel  at  all  that  Bishop  Mosher  accomplished  in 
this  Diocese  and  after  six  months'  experience  I  know  the  heavy  burden 
he  carried  for  twenty  years.  The  splendid  work  he  did  in  welding  a 
number  of  scattered  mission  stations  into  a  sound  diocesan  organization 
has  made  it  easy  for  me  to  carry  on  where  he  left  off.  His  plans  for  the 
work  were  so  wisely  conceived  and  his  policy  so  sound  that  it  has  been  a 
pleasure  to  continue  to  build  upon  the  foundations  so  strongly  laid  by 
him.  The  influence  of  his  life  and  work  are  evident  wherever  I  go  in 
the  islands.  You  are  both  held  in  deep  affection  by  your  children  here 
and  the  fine  results  of  your  labor  for  the  Master  will  be  felt  more  and 
more  as  time  goes  on. 
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While  our  hearts  go  out  to  you  in  these  lonely  days,  still  we  are 
glad,  as  we  know  you  must  be,  that  the  Bishop  was  not  called  upon  to 
suffer  longer.  He  lived  a  great,  unselfish  and  full  life  and  we  know  that 
he  is  at  peace  in  Paradise.  I  shall  always  feel  his  guiding  hand  in  the 
work  here  and  believe  that  we  shall  always  have  his  abiding  presence 
with  us. 

Next  Sunday  morning  we  plan  to  hold  a  service  in  his  memory  in 
the  Cathedral,  at  which  Bishop  Wilner  and  I  will  speak.  You,  too, 
will  be  very  near  to  us  in  that  service. 

May  our  Heavenly  Father  watch  over  you  and  give  you  the  comfort 
of  His  Holy  Fpirit  in  these  difficult  days. 

With  sincere  sympathy  and  affectionate  greetings,  believe  me. 
Faithfully  yours, 

Norman  S.  Binsted, 
Bishop  of  the  Philippine  Islands. 

(Bishop  Mosher's  successor). 

Besao,  via  Sagada, 
Mountain  Province,  The  Philippines 

August  5,  1941. 
Dear  Mrs.  Mosher: 

It  is  two  weeks  now  since  word  came  of  Bishop  Mosher's  death, 
and  I  have  put  off  and  put  off  writing  because,  as  you  know.  Bishop 
Mosher  meant  so  much  to  me  personally  that  I  kept  deferring  the  struggle 
to  express  my  feelings. 

A  similar  paralysis  has  prevented  my  writing  since  word  first  came 
that  his  illness  was  hopeless.  I  felt  that  no  word  would  reach  him  in 
time,  or,  if  it  did,  there  would  be  a  real  irony  in  mentioning  services 
and  places  to  which  the  Bishop's  heart  was  so  deeply  attached  and  which 
he  could  never  hope  to  see  again.  The  thought  that  his  long-deserved 
retirement  was  being  cut  short  by  so  cruel  an  illness  seemed  to  choke 
all  words  at  the  source,  and  for  once  in  my  life,  I  could  not  write. 

Whether  I  was  right  I  could  not  be  sure  —  I  can't  be  sure  today  — 
but  as  the  months  wore  on  I  had  hope  that  I  might  send  him  the  picture 
of  our  new  church  when  it  was  completed.  The  building  now  is  finished 
except  for  some  details  of  the  furnishings  which  will  be  ready  in  a  few 
weeks,  and  I  have  no  hesitation  in  declaring  that  it  is  the  most  beautiful 
and  suitable  church  I  have  ever  seen  in  any  mission  field.  Mr.  Bergamini 
has  gone  to  Manila  to  have  the  figure  of  the  giant  crucifix  gilded  and 
painted.  This  will  be  the  most  prominent  object  in  the  church  and  will 
give  Saint  Benedict's  its  final  unity;  toward  the  cost  of  this  we  are 
using  your  and  the  Bishop's  final  gifts  with  other  gifts  we  are  collecting 
locally,  and  it  will  be  dedicated  to  Bishop  Mosher's  memory. 
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The  Requiem  we  sang  in  the  old  Saint  James's  Church  because  the 
new  church  lacked  one  week  of  being  ready  for  use.  You  will  be  proud 
to  know  what  a  large  congregation  came  on  a  mid-week  morning  to 
pay  their  last  tribute  of  love.  So  reverent  and  sincere  was  their  partici- 
pation that   I  could  scarcely  control  my  own  feelings. 

I  have  said  before  what  I  felt  about  the  Bishop,  as  a  Bishop  and 
a  friend.  As  a  friend,  much  as  I  valued  his  guidance  as  a  Bishop,  I 
mourn  him  now,  for  he  had  the  rare  talent,  while  preserving  the  respect 
due  to  a  Father  in  Cod,  of  opening  his  heart  and  his  sympathy  to  those 
under  him  and  blessing  them  by  his  presence.  I  could  ask  for  no  one 
more  discerning,  more  ready  with  heartening  strength,  in  dark  moments, 
than  the  Bishop.  I  shall  prize  always  the  memory  of  the  many  rides 
we  had  together,  the  many  talks;  the  Philippines  I  saw  first  through 
his  eyes,  and  I  shall  always  see  them  so.  Whether  it  was  in  the  work 
or  in  kindling  appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  these  islands,  the  sunsets 
behind  Mariveles,  with  the  shipping  in  Manila  Bay  riding  black  against 
their  colors,  the  magnificent  mountain  scope  of  northern  Negros,  the 
fresh  brilliance  of  mountain  mornings,  he  made  the  Philippines  for  me 
from  that  first  hot  even,  when,  after  much  wrestling  with  the  Customs, 
I  was  welcomed  at  Bishopsted.  He  was  so  ungrudging  in  his  companion- 
ship, in  the  confidences  he  shared,  that  he  enriched  the  lives  of  those 
he  touched.  I  cannot  think  of  him  as  dead  but  more  alive  than  ever 
in  freedom  from  the  pain  against  which  he  strove  so  valiantly  these  last 
years  in  order  not  to  stint  one  detail  of  his  exacting  and  exhausting 
work. 

Now  you  will  know  that,  feeble  as  this  letter  is,  it  is  an  attempt 
to  return  in  poor  measure,  the  kindness  you  have  offered  me  when  I 
needed  it  most.  Your  life  was  so  unreservedly  wrapped  up  in  the 
Bishop's  that  I  hate  to  think  of  the  abruptness  of  the  separation  that 
has  come  upon  you.  This  message  of  love  cannot  relieve  that  pain 
to  any  great  degree.  But  our  thoughts  are  with  you,  and  our  prayers 
that  you  may  have  comfort  and  peace  of  heart. 

Yours  affectionately, 

Vincent  H.  Gowen. 

St.  Barnabas  Mission,  Alab, 
Mountain  Province,  The  Philippines 

July  21,  1941. 
Dear  Mrs.  Mosher: 

May  he  rest  in  peace.  And  what  a  rest  and  what  a  peace  it  m.ust  be 
for  him!  That  was  the  thought  uppermost  in  my  mind  last  night  and  this 
morning.  The  news  cam.e  to  me  first  at  9:20  last  night  over  the  radio 
from  Shanghai,  and  I  was  glad  that  nice  Carol  Alcott  told  it,  for  he 
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said  some  beautiful  things  about  the  Bishop  and  his  long  China  service, 
and  in  such  a  genuine  way,  as  if  he  felt  it  very  much  and  not  just  as  a 
radio  commentator.  Very  likely  they  heard  in  Bontoc  yesterday,  after 
I  left  there  at  noon,  but  they  would  have  no  Way  to  let  me  know  before 
this  morning.  Deaconess  Shaw  and  I  were  saying  just  yesterday  morn- 
ing that  we  did  wish  we  had  some  recent  news,  for  we  have  had  none 
for  a  long  time.  The  last  notice  we  saw  in  the  Bulletin  said  that  the 
Bishop  was  somewhat  better  "after  an  illness  of  several  weeks".  It 
is  a  great  shock  even  though  it  is  not  unexpected,  and  I  cannot  realize 
at  all  yet  that  we  are  not  to  see  the  Bishop  again  in  this  life,  but  I  can- 
not but  be  thankful  that  he  has  been  released  from  his  great  suffering. 
My  heart  goes  out  to  you  in  your  loneliness,  dear  Mrs.  Mosher.  What 
a  tower  of  strength  and  comfort  you  have  been  to  the  Bishop  all  through 
the  years,  and  especially  of  late.  There  is  so  much  to  be  thankful  for 
in  connection  with  him  and  his  beautiful,  useful  life  that  it  must  be  a 
great  help  to  you  now  to  remember. 

I  am  hoping  that  Fr.  Mullen  may  have  been  near  you,  for  he  is  surely 
one  of  the  most  helpful  persons  in  the  world,  spiritually  and  otherwise. 
And  of  course  it  must  be  very  good  to  have  your  brother  at  hand.  We 
have  all  felt  so  sorry  that  your  John  had  to  be  so  far  away  from  you 
just  at  this  time  but  you  have  his  precious  family  and  you  are,  I  am 
sure,  all  happy  in  his  ability  to  give  such  valuable  service  to  his  country. 
You  see  this  is  very  disjointed,  but  you  know  I  am  never  able  to  talk 
or  write  about  the  things  that  mean  m.ost  to  me.  My  prayers  will  go 
up  constantly  for  your  peace  and  joy  and  comfort,  and  my  thanksgivings 
for  the  Bishop  and  his  life.  How  I  hope  that  you  will  be  able  to  get  some 
real  rest  after  the  long  strain  and  sorrow.  May  our  dear  Lord  have  you 
very  close  in  Kis  holy  keeping  now  and  alway. 

Faithfully  and  affectionately  yours, 

Charlotte  G.  Massey. 

July  20,  1941. 
Dearest  Mrs.  Mosher: 

The  news  of  our  dear  Bishop's  death  has  saddened  me  so  much, 
although  I  know  that  it  must  be  a  blessed  relief  from  pain  for  him. 
And  I  know,  too,  that  if  any  one  ever  deserved  a  great  reward  for  a 
long  life  of  devoted  and  by  no  means  easy  service  to  his  Lord,  Bishop 
Mosher  did.  May  he  have  that  reward  in  entering  into  that  larger  life 
of  greater  service,  for  which  his  life  of  service  here  has  surely  prepared 
him. 

He  was  a  truly  noble  person  as  I'm  sure  you,  who  knew  him  "in 
sickness  and  in  health"  realize  far  better  than  anyone;   and  I  know  that 
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I  am  only  one  of  many  who  thank  God  for  having  known  him  and  been 
under  his  kind  and  generous  direction.  I  know  how  sad  Art  will  be  at 
this  news. 

Of  your  own  tremendous  loss  I  can't  speak,  except  to  say  that 
I  know  you  are  glad  that  he  is  at  peace  after  so  much  suffering,  and 
that  the  separation  will  not  be  for  always.  I  am  so  glad  your  brother 
can  be  near  to  help  support  your  always  wonderfully  courageous  spirit 
at  this  time. 

I  am  hoping  I  can  get  down  to  New  York  Tuesday.  We  have  a 
sailing  on  a  Dutch  ship  for  August  but  I'm  not  sure  yet  if  Art  will  let 
us  come. 

I  am  sending  my  deepest  love,  Mrs.  Mosher,  and  my  loving  prayers 
for  both  of  you  —  a  great  man  and  his  devoted  wife.  "In  my  Father's 
House  are  many  mansions"  —  and  you  will  one  day  share  them  together. 

With  so  much  love, 

Dorothy  Richardson. 

132  SociEGO,  Manila,  July  24,  1941. 
My  Dearest  Mrs.  Mosher: 

Early  Sunday  morning  Lizzie  Griffin  'phoned  me  to  tell  me  about 
the  cable  that  had  arrived  the  evening  before.  I  don't  think  I  need  to 
tell  you  how  much  you  are  in  our  thoughts,  and,  as  we  cabled  you  Mon- 
day, our  most  loving  sympathy  goes  out  to  you  in  your  loneliness.  It 
is  so  difficult  to  put  into  words  all  that  we  feel  and  we  hope  you  will 
realize  all  the  love,  admiration  and  respect  we  felt  for  Bishop  Mosher. 

On  Tuesday,  at  six-thirty  in  the  morning,  we  had  a  beautiful  Requiem 
in  the  Cathedral,  which  was  well  attended,  and  I  could  not  help  remem- 
bering those  lovely  talks  he  gave  us  on  the  Holy  Communion,  and  what 
a  help  they  were  to  us  all. 

We  hope  the  Stewarts  and  your  daughter  and  grandchildren  were 
with  you  at  the  end.    I  know  what  a  great  comfort  they  must  be  to  you. 

Bishop  Mosher's  place  will  be  so  hard  to  fill  and  I  for  one  will 
always  miss  his  cheery  smile  and  dignified  presence  at  the  Cathedral 
services.  After  so  many  months  of  suffering  he  has  gone  to  his  rest, 
loved  and  respected  by  all  who  knew  him. 

You  are  in  our  prayers,  dear  Mrs.  Mdsher.  Your  old  friends  here 
often  speak  of  you  and  I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  we  miss  you. 

I  hope  the  cables  brought  you  some  degree  of  comfort  —  to  know 
we  are  all  thinking  of  you. 

Dear  love  from  all  my  family,  and  our  warmest  sympathy. 
Your  affectionate  old  friend, 

Dora  Chapman. 
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